Colby College

Digital Commons @ Colby
Newsletters

Bern Porter Collection of Contemporary Letters

9-2001

Bern Porter International: Volume 5 Number 17 (September 1,
2001)
Bern Porter
Sheila Holtz
Natasha Bernstein

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.colby.edu/porter_newsletters
Part of the American Literature Commons, Art Practice Commons, and the Poetry Commons

Recommended Citation
Porter, Bern; Holtz, Sheila; and Bernstein, Natasha, "Bern Porter International: Volume 5 Number 17
(September 1, 2001)" (2001). Newsletters. 32.
https://digitalcommons.colby.edu/porter_newsletters/32

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Bern Porter Collection of Contemporary Letters at
Digital Commons @ Colby. It has been accepted for inclusion in Newsletters by an authorized administrator of
Digital Commons @ Colby.

The Bulletin of the Scholars of the Institute of Advanced Thinking
Sheila Holtz & Natasha Bernstein
EDITORS
!SSN091!-!56

September I. 200 I

SWEEP AWAY CAS'"rE!

FR.EE MdLlJONS OF PEOPLE�

http://www.desitalk.com/desitalk03.htm

http://www.ahrchk.net/solidarity/index.html

http://www.a Ire.i:et/wcar/statement-poland.html

hltp://\vw

\1.ho111ecoop.net/

Volume 5. No. 17

DEGUSSIT AL23
AL24
AL25

(tflifftj

•

- �,,

white is nice, color is often better.
ugh many companies have dropped colors,

�

rd Paper Mills still is willing to dye for your
ess. In our Text & Cover line, we offer white plus

Discs, Round, with or without Hole

thirteen hues arranged in light /dark fa
for maximum designer effect. Our Felt Finisl
the feel ofqualityto the lookofquality.All this a

tical prices. Now you have no reason not to be c

Catal o gu e No.

Catalo gue No.

Outsi de

T hick-

Hole

Contents

with out Hole

with Hole

Diam.

ness

Diam.

per Box

DEGUSS IT AL

Tolerances: ±

5%

On request, gr ound with
parallel faces.
It's a rare individual toe
who also asks what the

4010-43 010
4010-43 020
4010-43
4010-43
4010-43
4010-43
4010-43
4010-43
4010-43
4010-43

strange, 4,000-year-old

DEGUS

trappings that have come

4010-4
4010-4
4010-4
4010-4
40104010-4

down to us-colored egg
rabbits, hot-cross buns,
elaborate outfits,
parades-have to do with

*

Soviet practice of
c�llective farming may
give way to smallerI
private farms.

Al so available in
DEGUSSIT ZR

25 and MG 25

Minimum quantity which may be
ordered per size:

1 box
14

23
4010-43 520

10
20

3
3

6

15
15

LOOK
PG Robinson

"Look!" We were still only about twenty miles from the capital, Maseru, yet it was
fifteen minutes short of four hours on the clock. Our lurching bus had stopped in yet another
mountain pass. The door had been opened, yet no one came on board. The driver turned,
beckoning us to come forward, which we did.
"You look, I tum 'round," he said, rotating his finger in a horizontal anticlockwise circle,
and pointing with the other hand toward the exit. While we hesitated, he called out in Susuthu
and a boy came forward, and wriggling through us he exited the bus.
"You look," the driver said again, and I looked toward the boy, now pointing into the sky
beyond the pass.

"OK," I said, and stooped to lift my pack. He grasped my shoulder, and saying, "No bag.
You look. I tum 'round,' more firmly now, he half pushed me off the bus. Caroline followed me
more meekly. We shrugged our shoulders and turned toward the boy, still pointing into the sky.
The bus door closed and the vehicle slid, reversing down the hill.
"Look," the boy said quickly, still pointing. "Look, look, look," I repeated, waving my
forearms like a frustrated, hard bargained semitic shopkeeper. The boy had obviously never
before seen such gestures and he dropped his arm. Then he ran off about fifty more feet up the
hill. We folloewd him, walking at a brisk pace. When he stopped at the top he pointed at the
rock wall. "He's going to say 'look' now," my companion muttered good-naturedly. He didn't.
And we continued our brief climb.
The last few feet were quite steep and treacherous on account of the loo

se rocks. When

the three of us were safely ensconced on a somewhat broad ledge, I saw that his hand was
underlining a bronze plaque, obliquely embedded in the rock face. He jumped off the the ledge
as I began to read.
"This pass was first discovered by such and such explorers, in eighteen such and such,
etc., etc.," it said. My first brief thought was to wonder how little African natives must think of
westerners to bring us so often to the relics of colonial times. It was, I'm glad to say, only a brief
thought. We could hear the grinding of the bus gears, close by but out of sight.
I looked down toward the boy. He smiled back at me, indicating with a sweepin g
motion that we should move around the comer, and pushing up into the rock face, I did. I'was
quite awe stricken by the beauty of the view, and sat down on the ledge. Caroline came to jo'in
me and sat down, too.
The road must have been cut into the rock face, then sometime later, just sheared off.
About a half mile down we could see where it picked up again. The afternoon sun shone warmly
into our faces. Even though our legs were dangling in a thousand feet of precipice, I felt a

relaxation move across my body. Across the valley must have been about seven miles, and down
its length, fifteen. Our seat was about two miles from the south end of it. The valley floor was
dappled green in a pointalism of variety beneath the sharp, cloudless and bright blue African sky.
A river ran through it. About five miles away, close to the river, was a village, the circular
brown shapes of the huts salient among the random greenness. I cqµld see no sign of life in it but
it must have been there on account of the ordered control of the neighboring vegetation. Another
few miles down I thought I saw another, but could not be sure because of the minute size of the
brown dots. e sun stayed warm, bringing still more of its lovely relaxation. Caroline was
holding my hand. I loved her. I loved myself. A universal love.
After about five minutes, we heard the bus beep: two short notes to remind us to return.
Gingerly we climbed back onto the ledge and edged around its comer. The driver had backed
around the comer to be within our view. The horn sounded again, and longer note this time, and
we jumped onto the roadway and ran toward it.
The door swung open and we clambered in. The bus driver nodded appreciatively
without saying a word. I looked down the aisle into the collection of smiling African peasantry
there. A woman close to us, with. a questioning expression raised her head and said, "Look?"
Then the all said it in the same questioning tone, a brief cacaphony of "Look? Look? Look?"
The sound reminded me of geese, and , as I settled into my seat, I imagined soaring over that
valley. The rest of the journey was silent.
Twenty minutes later we pulled into the bus stop. The rest stop manager checked his
for the delay, showed us to our accomodations.
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The rain spattered against the
windows, mixing with the sound

I saw you looking up and I thought

if that glance was meant for me, for
my smile, then my eyes will stare

of static on televisions around the
world, so no one could tell where
one sound ended and the other began.
Everywhere around the world, people
sat enthralled by the shifting patterns
of black and white, paralyzed and

right back, just don't look away too
quickly, my love; I'd hate to miss the
smirk you give when my eyes lock
with yours, for no matter what you
say, you can do no more to prove you
don't love me, that I haven't gotten
under your skin, because I know, despite

oblivious, hypnotized while outside
the rain went to worked, draining the

colors and substance from everything,

all your words to the contrary

washing the world away. Huge floods
of color ran in rivers, vanishing to
oblivion, draining away, like blood
down a sink. Soon the earth had
been washed clean and all that
remained was the sound of static.

eyes look away at this),

(and her

no other lover

could ever invent your will the way I can.
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Vehemence, Spite
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Do you wish now that you'd let me use
you like another nameless fuck,

Every chill was an evaded death.
A car rushed past, a tickle reached

like all the ones I'd used before you,
the ones who'd expected me to

into his skull, and he knew: somewhere

he was dead. A collision eschewed,
an accident avoided, another chill,
another death. In a world just a few steps
to the right, he was dead. And each chill
was worse than the last. Sooner or later,

see the color rising in their faces
and make it mean something?

Night is still and all-surrounding, and
it suits you very well. It was me who
formed you to be so fine and straight,
to walk with grace and shine.

it wouldn't be a chill he felt, but impact,
and it would be his turn.

Worlds without end, near-perfect copies,

Once it all falls down, you can
redeem yourself once again in
my light if it suits you to do so,

repeating into infinity. But even
in the endless, everyone gets a turn.

unless that's something you'd
consider too important to let rest?

Lightning struck, a chill, and he knew:
somewhere he was dead.
C. Dennis Moore
Henry
St. Joseph, MO 64501
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(816) 279-1927.

Previous publications have been in Sepulchre, Dark Matter Prose Ax,
Cabbage, Romancing the
Skyze, CZ's Magazines, and Raskolnikov's Cellar, with a few more
coming up.
I'm 29, married with 3 children, and in my day job, I run an electronics
warehouse for a large truck
manufacturer.
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